That apple grew which this soul did enlive,
Till the then climbing serpent, that now creeps
For that offence for which all mankind weeps,
Took it, and t'her, whom the first man did wive,
(Whom and her race only forbiddings drive)
He gave it, she t'her husband; both did eat:
So perished the eaters and the meat,
And we (for treason taints the blood)

thence die and sweat,

Man all at once was there by woman slain,

And one by one we're here slain o'er again

By them.   The mother poison'd the well-head;

The daughters here corrupt us rivulets;

No smallness 'scapes, no greatness breaks, their nets :

She thrust us out, and by them we are led

Astray from turning to whence we are fled.

Were prisoners judges 'twould seem rigorous;

She sinn'd, we bear: part of our pain is thus

To love them whose fault to this painful love yok'd us.

So fast in us doth this corruption grow.
That now we dare ask why we should be so.
Would God (disputes the curious rebel) make
A. law, and would not have it kept ? or can